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	The Princess's Salamander

**Ramen: Hello and welcome to my sorta first story on here!**

**(If you used to read, "You're such a tease," and are wondering where it went, then go onto my profile where I kind of explained about that.)**

**I'm currently Fairy Tail trash and to become even more trashier I decided to write a fanfiction, Nalu of course. The is the first chapter so it may not make a big impression on you but I promise once the plot kind of gets settled and explained, it'll be 10x better. _Hopefully_. **

**This is my first time ever writing something other than high school romance. I decided to branch out of my comfort zone, so if it ever feels awkward, I'm sorry lol!**

**With that said I hope you like this story and stick along. If you ever have any advice or suggestions, I'm all ears!**

**I'll do a disclaimer here for the rest of the story.**

**Disclaimer: I do not own Fairy Tail or the characters or pretty much anything. Just a pathetic otaku over here. **

* * *

><p>Dark onyx slanted eyes stared into my shocked brown orbs. I couldn't fathom, nor wrap my head around what stood before me.<p>

Red.

Deep red scales everywhere, traveling all the way down to meet sharp black talons that matched the menacing stare I was receiving. Its nostrils flared, sending out deep and heavy breaths. With a figure so tall that this being towered over me as if I were an ant. Its tail crept up in the air with a rapid flame at the tip inching closer and closer towards me.

In all its glory, right before me, was a real life _dragon_.

To say I was slightly afraid would be an understatement. I can't even try moving because of fear planting me here. I'm scared if I move even one centimeter, I'll be done for. I can only think of the worst case scenarios. Maybe the dragons tail will whip me one hundred yards back, or the teeth I can only imagine to be as sharp as razors, eat me in one bite. Or maybe, I'll be flown into the air and then dropped from the galaxy and back to earth with a splat. Each one of those imaginations seemed unpleasant, and I wasn't up for testing to see which one would be my reality.

Trying to even grasp my mind over the fact that there was a dragon, right before me, _alive_, was a huge pill to swallow.

Dragons had been alive once upon a time, but have been extinct for four hundred years. There's never been any sign, any indication, or life source for their existence after the war between wizards and dragons. Surprisingly, the wizards won against these mighty beasts with wings. How we did it, I don't know, but we were declared victorious. They were killed before us humans could be killed by their own claws. After the war, others went in search to hunt any other dragons to be found, causing their full extinction. Or so I thought, because right before my own horrified eyes was a very angry, large, and powerful looking dragon.

I could only stare back, trying not to let my guard down. You know what they say with bears, the first one who lets their guard down becomes dinner. This was no bear but I feel I'd be safer facing one instead. I've never felt fear so prominent until this moment. All my life I've been caged inside the kingdoms palace which was labeled as my home. Although, home never really felt like home. Being a princess of a country never felt like the right title for me. I wanted to explore, see all that there was of the world and breathe it all in. I wanted to meet different people and taste different kinds of food. Not be locked up and forced to study and maintain the act of a princess.

It wasn't always like this though. It never really is, is it? Everything is all bright and cheery until something bad happens that changes everything forever.

That's what happened when my mother died. I was only seven at the time, but I knew damn well of what had happened, and what was about to change. My father couldn't handle it, couldn't handle me. He locked himself in his study, never talking to me unless giving me lectures on behaving and becoming the "perfect" princess. He dedicated all his time, all his life to his Royal Duties. I hated being royalty. I hated our last name that was known by the whole world. _Heartfilia_. I feel shudders every time someone addresses me with my given name, my true_ title_.

As I was lost in my mind, a gurgling laugh boomed all around me. I sharply looked up to the laughing dragon, anxiety coursing through me. Was the dragon thinking of ways to torture me? Eat me? Why was it laughing? What was so damn funny?

"Poor Miss_ Heartfilia_," There it was. The titled name I hated so much. Shock and confusion filtered through me that the dragon could even speak, let alone in my own human tongue.

"I can smell your fear y'know," The dragon said it so nonchalantly, that it came off deadly. From the dragon's voice, I could only assume it was male, if dragons even had genders, which they should right? Or maybe they all just spoke with the same tone. As I pondered this I couldn't believe these were the thoughts running through my head at a time like this.

"I do have to say, I'm surprised you stood your ground and didn't run away. I would have killed you the moment you turned, so you couldn't tell your precious King father about your new discovery," I almost scoffed at precious and father being in the same sentence, but his deep and vicious tone wouldn't dare let me try and speak my own small and timid voice.

"But," he continued, picking up his left claw in the air and bringing it closer to me. "I should just get it over with and kill you now."

At the mention of death, I started to creep back from the claws that could end my life. One snap and I could be dead. I regretted running away from my duties and exploring the wilderness. The thought of being free and rebelling against my father's wishes was what drove me into this predicament. I'm eighteen for crying out loud! All I wanted was to roam around, see the world before me and breathe in the fresh nature air.

With what seemed like death knocking on my door, I couldn't help but look at my life in regret. Maybe if I had pushed to go out more, or maybe even ran away, I could've lived a life that felt worth living. I could have made friends with people other than my maids, or who knows, fall in love...

"Natsu!" I snapped my head up at another voice intervening. It was gentle yet powerful. A woman's voice, not high but not too low either. It felt assertive and mature, someone who knew who they were and weren't afraid of anything.

A body emerged from the wooded area. Her hair was red like the stunned dragon before me, but more vibrant. Like a scarlet. She was gorgeous. Curves in all the right places, but she didn't flaunt any of it, not that she had to. Her whole essence shouted sex appeal and beauty. She was a force to be reckoned with, someone who could make anyone envy her, like myself. Not only did I envy her looks, but also the way with just one word, she could make the dragon coil back and cower in fear.

"Y-yes?" He responded in a voice that was at least two octaves higher than the one he was growling with before. I honestly wanted to laugh at this big ole dragon, scared of a woman he could easily crush with one talon.

She averted her heated gaze from him to me. Her eyes widened for a second before regaining control and strode over to me. I didn't know whether I was safe or in more trouble than before. They're comrades right? What if she decided to jump aboard the, 'let's kill Lucy' train. I shifted nervously, keeping my eyes locked on the rubble beneath my feet.

"Princess Heartfilia?" I jolted slightly as her voice resonated in front of me. I shyly looked up until I met her eyes, trying to read if there were any ill intentions behind them. I didn't find anything of the sort. What I did find was concern, which slightly surprised me. I nodded my head meekly, shifting my gaze to the dragon behind her who acted as if he were trying to burn holes through me. I jumped when I felt a hand on my shoulder, not used to people touching me in general, and being surprised by the sympathy that laid in her eyes as she stared into mine. Her eyes were brown like mine, but they were deeper, almost like she had a whole other depth to her.

"I'm sorry Princess. Unfortunately, you stepped into what Natsu_ claims_ to be 'his' territory. He doesn't quite like strangers."

"Or _Royals_." He seethed through his teeth. The scarlet looked behind her and fixed him a glare. He gulped and looked away from her, seeming to regret what he muttered out.

"I'm Erza, and that's Natsu, in case if you didn't figure. This forest you've traveled into is our home called Fairy Tail," I looked around the deep forest and only saw trees and wilderness surrounding us. The only light that illuminated around us was the moon and this so called Natsu's flaming tail. Erza caught me looking around and chuckled lightly.

"Fairy Tail isn't out in the open, it's hidden quite well so no one can find it, not that many intrude in this forest in the first place," I lightly flushed at the last comment, being one of very few journeying through the forest that they claim as theirs.

"What made you come into this part of the forest, Princess?" Erza asked. Although I would have loved to give her a straight answer, I didn't know why myself. It started with the vacant feeling of loneliness and wanting to do whatever I could to escape that void. To others, walking through a forest at a late hour doesn't seem like a good idea, but to a princess it was a different story. I don't mind earning a few scratches or bruises, what I do mind is being seen. I didn't want to risk getting caught and being sent back to another lecture from my father. Although I feel I would've gladly taken that punishment over what I'm faced with now.

"I'm not sure... Something just kind of drew me in, and before I knew it, my feet were leading me," I said honestly. Right when I walked into the forest, it was like my body was being lead somewhere, and I didn't mind the magnetic pull I felt at times. She looked thoughtful as she analyzed my answer. After a moment her eyes lit up and she smiled warmly at me.

"Would you like to visit Fairy Tail?" She beamed happily. In the back, the red dragon who we partially forgot about, huffed out annoyed.

"Over my dead body," Erza slowly looked over her shoulder, the vibe around her changing to a darker tone.

"What was that?" This time the dragon, Natsu, stood his ground and dared to stare back into her eyes with just as much force as I could only imagine she was giving.

"You heard me Erza. We don't know her, and she's the Princess of Fiore! I will not allow someone like _her_ to visit," He growled. I couldn't help but feel offended and slightly annoyed at the fact that I was being talked about like I wasn't even there. Instead of intervening though, I stayed quiet, not wanting another death threat being sent my way. Maybe this was all a dream anyway. Dragons? A woman with beauty scaring a dragon? A hidden village of some sort in a forest? This was all a joke. One that I wasn't going to fall for.

"I think I'm going to go..." I said tiptoeing out from the scene and starting to turn back to where I came from. I wanted to get back to the palace as soon as possible. Never have I ever thought home sounded as sweet as it did now. All I wanted to do was get inside, take a bath, and fall asleep so this dream-like night would pass me by.

"Oh no you don't!" Air flushed out all around me as I heard the sound of wind clashing and smacking against something. I abruptly stopped and turned around to stare at the dragon beating its wings through the air, hoisting himself up and then started soaring straight towards me. I squeaked as I ducked in fear, already imaging my body on a plate for this dragon's dinner.

"You need to learn to chill flame-brain," A different voice appeared and a breeze of cold air passed through me. I looked up from between my hands that were shielding my face to see a shirtless guy with dark raven hair, making ice with his hands.

Ice? My eyes doubled in size as I saw a human and a dragon fight. It wasn't just any ordinary human, this person was wielding ice and sculpting it through the air like it was art. As fire hit ice, steam clouded the air. Both were equally matched, neither one winning. Besides that, I couldn't get over the fact that literal ice was being made from the shirtless man. I must really be in a dream now.

"Stay out of this Popsicle-breath!" I furrowed my brows at the lame nicknames that were announced in what seemed like a serious battle.

"Are you okay?" I looked up to see Erza crouching next to me, looking over my body.

"W-what's happening?" She sighed while closing her eyes. I looked behind her to see the raven haired shirtless guy jumping all over the place to reach the tall dragon, fire and ice spitting everywhere.

"Don't you know about magic? Wizards?" She asked raising me up by the arm and dragging me away from the fight. I looked at her incredulously. From what I read and was told from others, soon after the war, magic in humans and in the world disappeared. The magic we had bathed in somehow mysteriously vanished. That's what made the extinction of dragons all the more victorious. We killed them all off before we could be powerless against them.

"Yes, but along with dragons, the era of magic ended, and those who were once wizards turned into regular humans. Dragons aren't supposed to be real. Wizards and magic aren't supposed to be real. This is stuff you read in fairy tales!" I exasperated. As I ended that last sentence though, I couldn't help but catch onto the name she said before. _Fairy Tail_. Is that why they called themselves that?

"I know this may all be confusing, but what you and most of the population grew up knowing, isn't really all the truth," I scoffed at this. Apparently it isn't since I'm seeing it with my own eyes. Even with that being said, it's still hard to believe. What's next? Unicorns, ogres, and vampires? Should I even act surprised if anything else just pops out?

As these thoughts circled around in my head, Erza leaped in front of me, her body suddenly glowing. What was a white blouse with a blue skirt, turned into bulky armor that was shaded in navy blue and silver with two huge spiked shields attached to her forearms. My head spun as I tried to understand where the outrageous outfit came from, or how she did it. I gasped in surprise, slightly screaming, when flames hit the shield that she combined together and quickly placed in front of us. I could hear the metal crack and suddenly Erza's body pushed into mine as we scooted backwards. The fire dispersed, and Erza transformed yet again into what looked like to be a gown made of steel armor. She had wings made of spikes sweeping behind her, and swords suddenly surrounded her, creating a circle around her body. She was lifted in the air, swords in both hands ready to fight the dragon in front of her.

"_Erza_," The dragon growled, coming into view. The raven haired boy came up behind him and sculpted a hammer out of ice with his hands, smacking it down with a sound that sent vibrations through the earth.

"Don't forget about me hot-head," He tried swatting at the shirtless man, growing angrier by the minute.

"Let's go," Erza lent her hand down for me to take, but I didn't have the strength in any of my limbs to lift my hand. Everything was happening all too fast, I couldn't keep up with what was occurring around me. I only stared at the man and dragon, battling it off in front of me. I couldn't help but think why me? This had to be a dream right? This seemed like the only realistic idea because none of this was supposed to be real. None of this should be happening in real life! This had to be a joke or maybe some kind of twisted game.

"Erza! We don't even know her! Why are you trying to protect her?! She's not only a stranger to us but a Royal! The ones that have made our guild hide away in fear for decades!" The dragon roared. Erza bent lower and grabbed my arm, pulling me up with her, her outrageous outfit vanishing and being replaced with an armor breast plate and her blue skirt again, but this time a sword in hand. My legs felt wobbly like jello and my head just kept spinning.

"Is that what we do Natsu? _Kill_ people? Just because of a title or an unknown face? As I recall, I thought the people who carried the Fairy Tail emblem were better than that. I thought _you_ were better than that. I'm disappointed Natsu," She tugged on my wrist pulling me forward, my shaky footsteps keeping pace with her sturdy ones. I looked behind me to see the dragon standing there, looking at the ground and clenching his red scaly fist. The shirtless man stood on the ground next to him, looking at Erza and I as we jogged away. I averted my eyes and looked at Erza's small back. She was fierce, full of power and dominance, but she had a sweet spot, and it made me feel more calm being with her. She seemed like a good person.

"We are here," She spoke. I blinked up and then stared wide eyed at the tall worn out building before us. It had a windmill on top, the wooden blades slightly chipped and scratched. A banner with an emblem that resembled a bit of a fairy with a tail, was displayed with pride. I couldn't help but dote over if there were really fairies with tails or not, but I guess I shouldn't expect anything less. Right above the door was the name, "Fairy Tail," the L hanging upside down, holding on by only a nail. The outside looked cute, friendly, and inviting. Chopped wood placed on one side and then laundry hung up on a line of string on the other. Erza let go of my wrist and walked up to the two doors, opening them both at the same time. Cheers and laughter could be heard inside, even though it had to be close to midnight.

"What are you waiting for? Come on. I'll introduce you to Master," She grabbed my hand this time, and with a gentle tug, I stumbled inside the building. Upon seeing Erza they all greeted cheerfully. Once laying eyes on me though, the once vibrant room turned silent.

"Mira, is Master in his office?" Erza asked a pretty long white haired girl. She had her bangs tied up that showcased her large aqua blue eyes. She gave a small smile and nodded, continuing to clean the glasses behind the bar she stood at. Erza nodded and pulled me along with her, heading to wherever this, "Master," was.

I didn't know why I was doing this. Why was I complying and being led around by someone I didn't know? My father would surely yell at me for being so careless. He would say I have to not be so naive and guard myself more and to trust no one, but I couldn't help it. I had so many questions, so many things that were drifting in the unknown. I had woke up just this morning thinking of the world as something regular, when there really isn't anything regular about this world after all.

Everything was a mystery now, one that I wanted to solve. I came to the resolution that I didn't want to be blind to something I was now shown a glimpse of. What's with this whole magic thing, and why is there a real life fire breathing dragon not so far from my home?

"Come in." A gruff voice said. I hadn't even noticed that Erza had knocked on the large door we stood in front of. She simply twisted the knob, causing an uneasy feeling to circle around in my stomach. Who was this guy? If he had gotten the title of Master, he must be unbelievable. If he was the Master of a woman who can hold back a dragon's roar, how could he not be? I started to picture a man with a large build, scars everywhere, maybe even a cloak full of weapons.

But when the door fully opened, I almost let my jaw drop.

In front of me was a stumpy old man, three feet tall at most, sitting at the large desk that centered the room. White, fluffy hair decorated his head everywhere except for a bald spot in the center. A thick mustache hung above his lips and he currently had on reading glasses and a book in his hand. He squinted his eyes at me, before realization bloomed in his pupils. He then gave Erza a questioning look.

"Master-" Before Erza could stutter another word, he asked about the elephant in the room. The elephant being me.

"What is Lucy Heartfilia, Princess of Fiore, doing here?" He stared at me like I was a test to be studied. I looked away nervously, fiddling with my fingers behind my back.

"Natsu found her in the forest, and tried to kill her. That is before Gray and I stepped in," He sighed and ruffled his white hair, taking off his reading glasses and placing them on top of his desk.

"That stupid brat," He muttered, causing a smile to slightly crack on my lips for a moment. He then regained composure and looked up, aiming his stare mostly at Erza.

"Do you want me to fetch Doranbolt? Is that why you came to my office with the Princess? To erase her current memories?" I took in a sharp breath that almost sounded like a gasp. They both took slight notice, but nothing was said. I didn't want someone fooling around with my memories, I wanted to know everything.

"No," Erza finally spoke. I looked at her in relief as she smiled in return. The old man rose a brow at her answer, clasping his hands in front of him.

"No?" He repeated. She took two steps closer, her posture straight, everything about her beaming confidence.

"I believe the Princess is special. She was drawn to the forest. Humans and wizards who don't have our emblem can't stumble so close to Fairy Tail like she did. Not just that, but don't you feel something within her?" I furrowed my brows together. Like I stated before, I hated being spoken of like I wasn't there, no matter the situation.

"What do you mean? About the forest and what you feel in me?" I asked, speaking up for the first time. The Master of this place peered up at me and then exhaled softly.

"We hide our guild with magic. If anyone comes to the forest and gets too close to the magic barrier, the forest will make a path that leads away from this guild. The Council included," I tilted my head in confusion.

"The Council? What do they have to do with anything?"

"Princess, do you even know anything about our history?" I was about to question that as well, until Erza beat me to it.

"She doesn't know anything. The only thing she knows about this side of the world is what she saw today," He raised his eyebrows in astonishment.

"Well this is a surprise."

Suddenly loud stomps were heard, followed by banging on the door behind me. I jumped slightly at the voice that shouted.

"Yo gramps! You in there?!" The voice wasn't as low and grumbly as the dragon I was faced with only moments before, but the rough tone was enough to send chills through my body.

"Not now, Natsu," The Master sighed, rubbing his head as if getting a headache. Doing the exact opposite, the dragon -or should I say boy now- barged into the room.

He was about to holler until his eyes laid on me and he stopped dead in his tracks. Still with those slanted eyes, he bore them into my own. Unlike the dark black color they were before, now they had a tinge of green and brown swirling through the iris if you looked closely. He stood only feet away from me. Thankfully this time he wasn't as big, and the scales and claws were gone. He was just a boy. Only inches taller than me, with pink spikes of hair sprouting out and bangs covering his forehead. He was lean, wearing some sort of jacket that only had one sleeve while the other was bare, showing how toned and muscular he was. A belt was wrapped around his waist and he wore what could be summed up as white genie pants with black ties at the bottom that reached mid-calf.

What stood out more to me was the scarf around his neck. It had a dark crisscross pattern over the white cloth that frayed at the ends. I could only wonder why he'd need a scarf when summer was beginning to start. On his upper right arm was the same emblem that was on the building when I first walked in, though his was the same shade of red that his dragon scales were.

"_You_." He growled at me, sending shivers down my spine. Erza darted in front of me, giving Natsu a challenging glare.

"Enough. Natsu sit."

"Like hell I w-" He started to retort until the short stumpy old man's arm grew in size and reached out, knocking down on Natsu's head and slamming him to the ground.

"Gray I know you're there. Come in," I looked towards the door to see the guy from before who battled the dragon. As he walked in he was still shirtless, but upon better inspection, he had a metal chain cross around his neck. On his right bicep was the same emblem as Natsu's, although a deep navy blue color instead. He had droopy black eyes and closer up, his Raven hair had a bit of a midnight blue hue to it. Underneath his bangs showed a faint scar, and as my eyes travel to his chest, I could see more of them. He was definitely chiseled to say the least, and he didn't seem to have a problem showing it off.

"Keep an eye on Natsu," Gray shrugged and moved over closer to Natsu, who was still splatted on the floor.

"I'm not some dog," He muttered.

"Yeah but you're an untamed dragon for sure," Gray said chuckling. This comment suddenly fired Natsu up, making him spring back to life and knock his chest with Gray's.

"Wanna say that again, popsicle-breath?" Grays eye twitched as he thumped Natsu's chest.

"Wanna fight, flame-breath?" Gray asked, pulling his fist back.

"Silence!" Erza yelled, causing the boys to freeze. She then turned towards the Master and waited patiently for him to speak again. He cleared his throat, and returned his look to me with serious eyes.

"What all do you know?" He asked, putting the spot light on me. All eyes were focused on me awaiting my answer. No matter how many times I thought it over, I really didn't know much. I only knew what everyone else in my world knew about. The history and what was taught and passed onto us since we were kids.

"All I know is that during the war, four hundred year ago, wizards and dragons battled. The wizards won, and dragons were driven to extinction. Soon after that, magic started disappearing slowly from all over the world, until there was nothing left. There shouldn't be any such thing as magic or dragons, and yet, here we are..."

"Bullshit," I looked up confused and followed the voice to the mouth of the dragon boy.

"You're telling us that all your life as a _delicate_ Princess, living in a castle, being the controllers of The Council, that you've had no clue of anything? Calling bullshit on that. Your father is the ring leader of everything! He's the reason why we hide and have been for decades! Him and all the Kings before him. Your whole damn bloodline," I scowled at him, finding my footing and tightly squeezed my fists.

"You have some nerve. You don't know anything about me! If I knew there was a blood thirsty dragon on the loose with the desire to kill me, I would have never left the palace! Maybe you're right and my father or my ancestors have been in on this, but I certainly have not," I saw his teeth clench, but I didn't care. I didn't care about him or what he thought.

But if he's right about my father being in on this, why wouldn't he have told me anything?

"Well. I'm very sorry you had to encounter Natsu like that. He can be unreasonable most of the time," The Master said, nodding along with everyone else in the room.

"Hey!" Natsu whined. I rolled my eyes and focused my attention back on the man sitting at his desk, arms crossed over in thought.

"What really happened then?" I asked. He sighed and stood up in his chair, landing on the floor with a little hop. As he walked closer to me, I couldn't help but agree with the estimated height I gave him. Definitely only three feet.

"Didn't you ever think it was weird that wizards could go up against the ferocity of dragons, with just magic to rely on? Yes, magic is powerful, but there's a restriction to that. It isn't limitless," I nodded, understanding what he was saying. I read about magic when I was younger. Magic was a source that lived in life all around us. It blew with the breeze, bloomed from the flowers, and swirled in the seas, but suddenly it vanished leaving no trace behind. In turn, everyone had to figure out how to live life without the use of magic and adjust from it. Even so, I never did quite understand how we succeeded in killing off all the mighty dragons using only magic.

The Master was right, magic wasn't limitless, so how? With just one look at my disoriented face, he chuckled and answered what I was thinking.

"They had help. Someone who could only be explained as a monster was created in order to defeat the dragons," I heard a loud thump behind me and turned around to see Natsu's fists tightened, his foot on the wall where he had just kicked.

"Despite the fairy tales that are written in books, dragons are creatures that seek peace, not destruction. At least they used to be," I frowned as he said this, fixing my gaze on Natsu.

"Then why? Why kill off dragons who weren't a threat?" He scoffed at my question and traveled his eyes to mine. He was pained and irritated, I could tell that much.

"I don't know, _Princess_, maybe for power?" He snapped, rolling his eyes at my ignorance. I bit my lip looking down. All just for power?

"Who helped them?" I asked, referring to what the Master mentioned before.

"Acnologia," Everyone in the room was silent, probably not wanting to speak of this topic. I honestly felt bad, having them reopen old wounds and being reminded of their past.

"Who's Acnol-"

"The bastard who really killed almost all dragons," Natsu said, answering my question before I even had time to finish it. I was about to ask who he actually was, how he did it, where is he now, but the Master seemed to put most of those questions at ease.

"Long ago, before the war, the plan to clear out all dragons was put into action. The Royals used The Council for what used to be known as The Magic Council," I nodded as he paused to see if I was following. The Council used to be called The Magic Council. Got it.

"They knew they wouldn't be able to defeat the dragons with just magic alone. They knew only a dragon had the power and strength to kill another dragon, and that's what brought them the idea. They decided to experiment with the laws of nature and create someone into half dragon, half wizard. They'd have everything a dragon would have, the strength, looks and abilities, but they'd also have the powers and magic of a wizard," He paused after that and looked towards Natsu.

"Natsu and a few others from our guild are also like Acnologia, half wizard-half dragon."

"Yeah but we're better than him by a long shot," Natsu snorted.

"By that, he means he's more of a pure breed than Acnologia," I felt like all this information was giving me a headache. Erza put her hand on my shoulder and gave me a reassuring smile.

"Acnologia was created using scientific methods, how they did this, we aren't sure. Natsu on the other hand, was born this way. Having a dragon father and wizard mother. The others are like that too," Erza's explanation helped generously and the Master nodded along with, clearing his throat to further explain everything.

"After The Council created him, they trained him for years, keeping him a secret. The dragons never knew what hit them until the war started. Countless died during the brawl, some escaping. Even groups of wizards found this wrong and tried protesting, but anyone who disagreed got their life taken. That's what made Fairy Tail. Our first master of this guild saw hope and created this guild to protect the dragons and wizards that The Council and Royals were after. Her name was Mavis, she was smart and knew exactly how to hide and what to do in a crisis,"

"But when magic suddenly disappeared, some left and could blend safely into society. It was soon discovered that some people were born with a magic vessel while some just absorbed magic within the nature around them. Magic never really left. It's rare, but people are born with these vessels like you see around yourself," I looked around to see the other three standing close by. Erza stood close beside me with an encouraging smile, while Gray and Natsu stood a bit back by the door glaring at each other.

"Word got around that the Council were finding people who they saw or felt had magic, and took them away. They're being used to create a military force. Being trained and brain washed into the perfect dogs for their services. We're not sure what their plan is but we have someone on the inside to help us stay a step ahead," I nodded, yet again taking everything in.

"Gramps why are you telling her all of this? We don't even know if she can be trusted." I sighed quietly as I heard Natsu's voice behind me. I decided to ignore him, not wanting to argue with him again. In a way, he's right. I don't know why they're telling me everything, or are trusting me with this much information. I understand why he's so on edge, because he's right, I am the Princess of Fiore. The daughter of the cold hearted man who has made them feel such turmoil.

"That is my decision to make, _Natsu_," The Master glowered. It immediately shut Natsu up with a grumble. The Master turned back to me with a hopeful smile.

"We can trust you, can't we?" I sucked in my breath and thought for a moment. Trust me? I wanted to be trusted as much as I wanted to trust them. I wanted to believe in everything they claimed. Of course I didn't want to think of my father being that bad of a man. Maybe it was just set up for him or maybe he really isn't involved like me, but I found myself doubting that. Of course the King would be involved, and knowing my father, he seems perfectly capable of being in charge of something like this.

As I stole quick glances at everyone, I had never before seen more smiles or caring eyes since I arrived. This was a family. They protected and loved each other, and you could make that assumption with just one look. I was willing to believe and trust them. I wanted them to trust me. I don't know where this will lead, or where the future will lie, but I want to put my faith in these people, and I want to help them in any way that I can.

"You can trust me."

* * *

><p><strong>Ramen: Nice. Review if you want, that'd be hella cool! I'm thinking of updating at least once a week since I go to school and on top of that work two jobs, so I'm pretty busy. Maybe you'll get two chapter in one week if <strong>**I'm feeling in the zone! Thank you to whoever reads and I hope you stick along!**


End file.
